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aVNopsis.

Francois Beaupre. a peasant babe of
thrco years, nfter an amuslne incident in
.which Marshal New figures. Is made a
rhivoliAi nr Vpjhm tiv thn Kmmror Na- -
poleon, who prophesied that tho boy

.might' one day.be ft marshal ot France
' under another Bonaparte. At the age o
ton Francois vUlU General Baron Qas- -
pard aourgaud, who with Allxc, his
seven-year-ol- d daughter, lives at the

.Chateau. A soldier ot tha Kmplre under
J Napoleon ho tires the boy's Imagination

with stories of his campaigns. The gen-or- al

offers Francois a homo at tho Cha-
teau. The boy refuses to leave his pa-

rents, but In the end becomes a copyist
for tho general and learns of the friend-
ship betweon the general and Marquis
Zappl. who campaigned with the general
under Napoleon. Marquis Zappl ana "is

on, Pletro. nrrlvo at tho Chateau. The
general ngrces to caro for tho Marquis

on whllo the former goes to America.
Tho Marquis beforo leaving for America
asked Francois to bo a friend of his son.
Tho boy promises. France a

goes to tho Chateau to live. Marquis
Zappt dies leaving Pletro as a ward of
the general. Allxo. Pletro and Francois
meet tt. strange boy who proves
Prince Louis Napoleon. Francois saves
his life. Tho goncrnl discovers franf
loves Allxc. and extracts a promise
him that ho will not Interfere between tho
girl and Pletro. Francois Kc
as secretary to Pletro. Queen Hortonse
plans tho escape of her son Louis Na-
poleon by disguising him and Marquis
fcappl as her lackeys. Franco s takes
Marquis Zappl's placo. who is 111, In
escape of Hortcnso and .Louis. Dossed
as Louis's brother Francois lures the
Austrians from tho hotel allowing tne
prince and his mother to escape. Fran-col- s

a prisoner of tho Austrians for
flvo years In tho cnstlo owned by Pletro
In Italy. Ho discovers In his P" nrrt " o o t
pintrn'H nlil fnmllv servants, and tnrougn
him sends word to his frlonds hJtrn
plight, Tho general. AHxp and
hear from Francois and plan his rescue.
Francois as a guest of tho Austrian gov--l
ernor.of the castle prison Inspects the
Interior of tho wlno cellar of the Zappls.
Francois receives a nolo from Pletro ex- -

plaining In detail how to escape from his
prison. Allxo nwalts him on horseback
and leads him to-- his frlonds on.T'ii
tho American sailing vessel, tho
Lucy." Francois, as a guest of Harry
II.m.1.. nn tha "TjTOOlV Ijict. noes to
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America to mnnago Pietro, etato in
Virginia. Francois wins tho respect and
admiration of the nrlstocratlc southern-
ers.

CHAPTER XXI.

Hero Worship.
It had come about that Lucy Hamp-

ton was a scholar of Francois. Tho
colonel, lamenting on a day that there
woro no capable teachers or i rencn in
tho neighborhood, that Lucy's school-

girl command of tho languago was

fast disappearing, and an accomplish-
ment so vital to a lady was likely soon
'o bo lost this saga of regret being

'ung by the colonel at tho dlnner-tablo- ,

Francois had offered to teach madem-

oiselle his mother tonguo. And tho
colonel had accepted tho offer.

"If you are not too busy, Chovalier.
And I suppose your ah accent is
entirely good? Ono can not bo too
areful, you know. At least wo shall

not quarrel about tho terms, for what- -

lver monov vou "t'nk right to asK i
ahnll Ho ronilu in nnv and tho colonel
felt himself a man of tho world and
extremely generous.

''Father!" Lucy cried quickly.
Francois' eyes wero on his plato but

they ewept up with their wide brown
gaze full on tho colonel's face. "I am
not too busy, Monslour the Colonel.
As for my accent I am a peasant, as
Monsieur knows, but yet I am in-

structed. I was for years at Saint-Cy- r,

tho great military school of
France I believe my accent is right.
As for money" a quick motion, all
French, spoko a wholo sentence. "If
Monslour insists on that that must

. finish It. To mo it would be impos-

sible to take money for tho pleasuro
sjf teaching mademoiselle" Ho
flashod at Lucy a smilo all gentleness,
and Lucy's eyes, waiting for that
imile, mot his shyly.

Tho, colonel blustered a bit, but tho
lessons wero arranged as Francois
wished, twice a week throughout tho
winter ho rodo oyer from Carnifax to
givo them. And llttlo by little ho came
to know tho small mistress of tho ma-

nor as few had known her. Peoplo
thought Lucy Hampton too serious and

, Lucy Stood in the Doorway,

staid for a young girl; no ono realized
'that, her mother being dead and her

tVfnther such as ha was. tho clear-head- -

BCd llttlo person had begun nt ton or
'twolvo years old to know that sho

must maKo ncr own decisions, aim
(many of hor father's also. At four- -

K? teen sho had taken tho keys and tho
.responsibilities of tho houso, and now,
at sixteen, sho was In reality tho head
of the wholp, great plantation. Tho
colonel,' who would have been roost in- -

dlgnant'to bo told so, lcanbd ou hor
&ln every detail, and It was sho who

planned and decided and often execut
ed tho government of tho llttlo king- -

y;onV
i, .am mis iqy on mo Bionacrsuouiaers
of Lupy Hampton, and besides ail this
she had begun in very childhood to

ikold up tho hands and .do tho thinking
. an InrnmriAlAnt fntlinr. i xetta nt

LV'v wonderful that sho was graver and
l "laln'm-- in frrtllf thnn nthni- - rrlrla nt
mty? afvLanW tToi nrifiaMnntlmia viiiini.
y brain was full of care, and light-heart--

odrniBe. of youth bad' Never1 had a
fcM ttf.ifow lq, fot ,.orey fed.tdac.
&Jjmn Md taie to Mwwittf tbw
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only tho year before, whon hie mother
had died, his father being dead long
ago; and Lucy know qulto well that
her father had planned that tho two
should marry and unito tho broad
acres of tho Hamptons.

Dut tho young longing for romance
which was in her in splto of tho chok-
ing sober business of her life,

at this. Sho would not givo
herself as well as all her thought and
effort for Roauoko. Sho wanted to
lovo Bomobody, and bo loved for her-sel- f

ae other girls woro; sho would
not marry Harry because ho and hor
father considered It a good arrange-
ment. So strongly had this determi-
nation seized her that, looking entire-
ly down that way of thought, sho
failed to seo that Harry might not bo
classed with tho colonel in his vlow
of the plan.. Sho failed to see that if
she had not been heiress to Roanoko
House, or to anything at all, Harry
Hampton would etill havo been In lovo
with his cousin Lucy. For Harry saw
how tho young llfo had been pressed
into a servlco too hard for it almost
from babyhood; Harry saw how un-
selfish sho was and trustworthy; how
broad-minde- d and warm-hearted- ; how
sho would like to bo care free and ir-

responsible liko other girls of her age,
only that tho colonel and tho estate
wero always there, always demanding
her time and her attention. Ho could
do llttlo to help her as yet, but ho
longed to lift the weight and carry it
with hor, not away from her, for tho
fairy of a porson was not tho sort to
lean on others or to bo happy without
her sharo of tho burden. Yet, Harry
thought, "If I might only help her, and
make It nil a delight instead ot a
labor!"

Dut Lucy, going about her busy
days, novor gueseed this. Sho thought
of Harry as tho boy whom sho had
grown up with, to bo cared for ten-derl- y

always because of his misfor-
tune, to bo helped and planned for
and loved indeed, becauso ho was lamo
and her cousin, and because ho was
a dear boy and her best friend. But
as tho hero of her own romance to
come, sho refused to think of him at
all. Moro firmly sho refused euch an
Idea, of course, becauso her father
had hinted that It would complete both
Harry's and his hnpplness.

Francois, with quick Insight, saw as
much as this, and was anxious for the
boy who had been his warm and
steady friend. What ho did' not seo
was that Luck was fitting his own
personality into that empty notch of
her imagination where an altar stood
and a candle burned, ready for tho
imago that was to come abovo them.
That never entered his mind, for In
his mind Allxo was the only woman
living to bo considered In such a re-
lation. And, in spito of tho seigneur,
in splto of Pletro, in splto of his whole-
hearted giving up of her, thero was a
happy obstinate corner in tho depths
of his soul which yet whispered
against all reason that it might be
that Allxo loved him, that it might
be, for unheard-o- f things happened
every day, it might bo yet that with
all honor, with nil happiness to those
others whom ho loved ho might some
day bo free to lovo her. So that as
ho grow to caro for and understand
Lucy Hampton moro and moro, no
faintest dream of caring for hor as
ho did for Allxo camo ever into his
mind.

On an evening whon wlntor was
wearing away to cold spring, Francois
waited in tho dining-roo- ot Roanoko
Houso for hie scholar. Tho room had
a sweet and stately beauty, a graceful
stiffness liko tho manners of tho
women who first lived In It, a hundred
years before. Tho carved whito wood-
work over the doors was yellowed to
ivory; the mantelpiece, brought from
Franco in 1732, framed in its fluted
pillars, its garlands and chlsoled
nymphs and shepherds, as if' under
protest, tho rollicking orange ot tho
fife. Over a mahogany sofa, covered
with slippery horsehair, hung a por
trait of tho first lady ot tho manor
and Francois, sitting soldierly erect
in a straight chair, smiled as his gaze
fell on it It was so liko yet bo unlike
a face which ho knew. Thero was the
dollcato oval chin and etralght noso,
and fair, looso hair. But the portrait
was staid and serious, whilo Lucy's
face, as this man had seen it, had
kindly eyes and a mouth smiling al-

ways. Ho shook his head In gentle
amusement at tho gravo dignity of the
picture.

"But no, Madame you aro not bo
charming as your granddaughter," ho
said, addressing it aloud.

And then ho Bteppcd across the room
to tho flro, and held his hands to it
and stared into it. Tho clock ticked
firmly, tho logs fell apart with soft
sliding sounds, and ho stared down at
them his thoughts far away a look
camo Into his oyos as if they concen-
trated on something boyond tho range
of eight, tho characteristic look of
Francois, tho old look ot a dreamor, of
a seer of visions.

Then Lucy stood in tho doorway,
gentle, charming from the slippered
feet, locked over tho Instep to tho
shadowy locks ot light h'air on her
forehead.

"Qood evening, MonBieur. I nm
sorry I kept you waiting, Hannibal
hurt his foot and I must find plaster
and bandago for him. But you will
havo enough of any talking even now,
Father Bays I talk a great deal. Do
I, Monsieur?"

Francob stood regarding her, with
frank admiration in every musclo ot
his faco. Ho1 smiled, tho same gentle
amused smilo with which he had ad-

dressed tho portrait "You nover talk
too much for mo, Mademoiselle, It
la a pleasure, to, mp always to hear
your voice," ho and werod'jn, .the iiep
lont 01 rreactiawn, i iqbuHhu
faw .ever a MU ate ot tMawlir; M f
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not wipo out. "Only," h,o went on
epoaklng in French, "ono must not
talk English. That is breaking the
law, you remember, Mademoiselle."

She answered very prettily in his
own tonguo, in words that halted a
little, "Very well, Monsieur. I will
do my best." He still gazed at her
smiling, without speaking. Ono could
understand that, to a girl ot more

peoplo, this open hom-

age of manner, this affoctlonato gen-

tleness, might seem to mean moro
than a brotherly loyalty. Tho girl's
pulso was beating fast as sho mado an
effort for conversation. "What woro
you thinking ot as you looked at the
flro when I camo In, Monsieur? It
had an air ot being ttomethlng pleas-
ant. Did I not say all that beauti-
fully?" sho finished in English.

Ho corrected a lamo verb with seri-
ous accuracy and sho repeated tho
word, and laughed happily.

"But you haven't said yet what you
were thinking about."

The largo brown eyes turned on
hers. "It was of my old home In
France, Mademoiselle, whon I was

N. iirri i mil

Stretched Out His Arm as If to Hold
a Sword.

very little," ho said simply. "A largo
firo of logs makes mo think of that."

"Tell mo about it," sho bogged with
quick Interest. "Will you? Was there
always a fire nt your houso?"

"But no, Mademoiselle not, of
course, In tho summer. It was of tho
winter tlmo I thought, when tho neigh-

bors came, In tho evening, nnd wo sat
about tho hearth, sometimes twenty
peoplo, each at his dlfferont duty, and
my brothers and sisters wero there,
and tho dear grandmere, was thero
and " he stopped. "Does Mademol-sell- o

really wish to hear how it vas
in that old farm-hous- o of ours, lu tho
shadow ot tho Jura Mountnlns?"

"Indeed, Maderaolsello wishes It,"
sho assured him. "It will bo a trip
to Europe. I am suro I shall speak
better French for going to Franco for
ten minutes, and being among tho
French people, your frlonds. Walt
now, till I am comfortable" Sho
turned a deep chair so that It faced
him, and dropped into it. "Put a foot-
stool for me," sho ordered, as south-
ern women order tho men thoy caro
for and tho men they do not. And
sho settled back with her llttlo feet
on It nnd smiled at him. For a mo-

ment tho man's brilliant gazo rested
on her and tho girl saw it, and thrilled
to it. "Now, Monsieur, racontez-mo- l

une histolro," sho spoko softly.
Francois Beaupre's look turned from

her to tho firo, and the air of gazing
at something far away camo again.
"It is n picture I seo as I think of
that tlmo ot my childhood," ho began,
as If speaking to hlrasolf. "A picture
many tlmas painted In homollko col-

ors on my brain. Many a night in tho
winter I havo sat, a llttlo boy, by tho
sicfe of 'my grandmother, nt that great
hearth, and havo looked and havo seen
all tho faces, havo heard all tho voices
and tho flro crackling, and tho spinnin-

g-wheel whirring, ovon nB I seo
them and hear them tonight.

"And from time to time ono of tho
men, as he talked, rose up and strode
across tho room to tho great oak table
whero lay alwayB on a wooden plate
a long loaf ot black bread, with a
knlfo, and always a glass and a bottle
of cou-do-vl- o brandy. And I remem-
ber how manly It looked to mo, watch-
ing, when I saw him tako tho loaf
under his arm and hold It, and slice
off boldly a great piece of tho fresh
ryo bread, and pour out a glass of
brandy nnd toss It off as ho ato tho
bread. Tho stories eeomed to grow
bettor after tho toller had dono that.

"And always I waited, ovon through
tho talo of tho ghost and tho

hound, till the talk should
Bwing round, ns it did ovor toward
tho ond, to tho storlos of Napoleon
that woro fresh In men's minds In
thoso days.. It was as If I sat on
needles beforo my bodtlmo camo, yet
I did not daro to bo restless and movo
about for fear that my mother might
send mo suddenly to bed. But I always
gavo a sigh of content and always tho
grand-mor- o pntted my head softly to
hear It, whon my father cleared his
throat and bogan "

"'Thero Is a small thing that-- hap-
pened when, tbo Emporor was march-
ing and then ha was lauriched on
his tale."

A groat hickory log fell, rolled out
toward tho hearth. Tha carved nymphs
and shephords 'seemed to frown in
disapproval at this Irregularity, and
tho girl In tho deop chair oinilcd, but
tho man sprang up nnd put tholOg
back in place with quick efficiency.
Ho stood silent by tho tall

lochia rcvorio, an tho
fiamoii caught ,vttio wood again and
sparkled ntui apluttorcd

Vtm mrt-'tM- ovor seo Nhbo--
leo Ukb men who talked about

jataa?" t)M grlrl aaktf, ,

Tho Frenchman turned a quoer
look on her, and did not answer.

"Did any of your family ovor seo
him, Monsieur?" sho asked again.

Tho alert figure stopped backward,
Bat down again on tho glided chair
and leaned forward consideringly.
Francois nodded as it to tho flro. "But
yes, Mademoiselle," ho said, in a whis-
per.

"Oh, tell mo!" tho girl cried, all in-

terest "Who was It? How was it?
It couldn't bo" Bho hesitated "your-
self! If you, whom I know so well,
should havo soon tho Empororl" Sho
caught a deep breath of excitement
This was another Lucy Hampton from
tho serious young mlstrcBS of Roanoko
Houso whom tho country peoplo know.
"Quickly, Monsieur, tell mo it It was
yourself!"

Francois turned his eyes on hor.
"Yes, Madamoiscllo," ho answered.

"You havo seen Napoleon t" she
said, nnd then, impetuously, "Tell ma
about It!" But, though ho cmllod at
her with that affectionate amusement
which sho scorned, of all Aontlmonts,
oftcnest to tnsplro in him, bo did not
answer.

"Monsieur! you will not refuse to
tell mo when I want to know so
much!" sho pleaded, and went on.
"How old wero you? Did ho speak to
you? What did ho Bay to you?"

And tho Frenchman laughed as It
at a dear child who was absurd.
"Mademolsollo asks many questions
which shall I answer?" ho demanded,
nnd tho tone to hor ear was the tone
of love, and sho trembled to hear it

"Answer" sho began, and stam-
mered and flushod, and stopped.

Francois went on, llttlo thinking
whnt damago he was doing with that
unconscious charm of volco and look.

"It is as Madcmoisello wishes, most
certainly. I will even answer

two questions at once to
pleaeo her. It was when I was not
qulto threo years old, Mademolsollo,
at home in tho farm-hous- o In tho val-

ley of tho Jura."
"And ho spoke to you, to your own

self? Are you suro?"
"But yes, ho spoko to me, Mademoi-

selle."
"What did ho say?" Tho smile on

Francois' face went out and into Its
placo swept an intensity of feeling;
ho answered solemnly: "Thero were
but few word.8, Mademoiselle, but they
havo been much to my life. Thoy
shall lead my life, If God pleases,
thoso words shall lead it to tho fato
which they foretold."

"What wero tho words?" whispered
tho girl, Impressed with nwe.

Francois suddenly stood erect and
stretched out his arm as if to hold a
sword. '"Rlso Chovalier Francois
Beaupro, one day a Marshal of Franco
under another Napoleon,'" ho repeat-
ed dramatically. "Thoso wero tho
words tho Emporor said."

CHAPTER XXII.

The Story Again.
Tho girl, hor faco lifted to him,

looked bewildered. "I don't under-
stand."

Tho visionary eyes stared at her un-

certainly. "I havo nover told this
thing," ho said in a low tone.

"Ah but It's only me," begged tho
girl.

"Only you, Madomoiselle!" His volco
went bn as if reflecting aloud, "It is
tho guiding star of my life that
story; yet I may toll it" ho paused
"to 'only you.' "

Again tho girl quivered, feeling tho
intensity, mistaking its meaning. "I
should bo glad If you would tell it,".
sho spOko almost In a whisper, but
Francois, floating backward on a
strong tldo to thoso old beloved days,
did not notlco.

"It may seem a simple affair to you,
Mademoiselle I can not tell that It
has affected my life. Tho way of it
was this: Napoleon marched to dor-man- y

in tho year 1813, and passed
with his staff through our vlllago. Tho
houso of my father was tho largest
In tho vlllago, and It was chosen to
be, for an hour, tho Emperor's head-
quarters, and tho Emperor held a
council ot war, ho and his generals,
thoro. I, n child of three, was sleep-
ing in a room which opened from
tho great room, and I wakened with
tbo sound of voices, and ran in, un-

noticed, for thoy were all bent over
tho tablo, looking at tho maps and
lists of tho mayor and I pulled at tho
sword of Marshal Noy. And tho mar-
shal, turning quickly, knocked mo
ovor. I cried out, nnd my grand-
mother ran to me, and I havo often
heard hor toll how sho peoped from
tho door under tho shoulder of tho big
sentry who would not lot her pass,
and how sho saw a young general
pick me up nnd sot me on my feet,
and how all the great officers laughed
when ho said that tho sword was in
contest betweon Marshal Noy and mo.
And how, then, tho young genoral sug-

gested that, to settjo tho point amic-
ably, tho marshal should draw his
sword nnd givo mo tho accolade the
blow of knighting. And bo, Mademol-sello- ,

to shorten tbo talo, it was not
tho marshal, but tho Emporor himself
who choso to do it He mado mo
kneel beforo him, I a baby and ho
struck my shouldor the blow ot tho
accolade, and said tho words which
I havo told you."

Francois sprang to his foot and
stood as ho ropcatod onco moro tho
Emperor's words. His volco shook.

"Rlso Chevalier Francois Beaupro,
ono day a Marshal of Franco under
another Bonaparto,' " ho cried, thrilled
through with tho words which ho re-

peated.
Tho girl leaning forward, watchbd

hlra; with, a gasp sho spoko. "Then
that Is why you aro really Chovalier
Beaupro? Did tho Emporor havo tho
rigns. 10 iu iwiik" juu i . , , t u i,

"But yes, Mademoiselle,." Franqol
BawMw4jvU'.'dftcUkB. "I bare stwl- -

1 (
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loet tho question, and I bellovo that the
accolade tho knighting was always
a righ of the monarchs of Prance,
disused, perhaps at times, but yet hold
in abeyance, a right"

Tho glanco of tho brilliant oyes mot
hero with n frank calmness which
showed that ho claimed nothing which
ho did not fool; that this haphazard
nobility had lived in his soul and
grown with his growth, and como to
bo part of him. With a gentle humil-
ity, very winning as it sprang from
his gcntlo prldo, ho went on.

"I know, Mademoiselle, that I am a
peasant nnd that I must be content
with a small placo In llfo at tho pres-
ent I know this. And oven that
position which I havo is moro than
my brothers. For you must know,
Mademolsollo, that tho others grow up
to bo farmors or tradesmen." Ho hes-
itated, and then in a few words told
her of General Qourgaud, tho solgneur
of Vicquos, nnd how ho had given tho
peasant boy all tho opportunities
which his own son could havo hnd.
And as ho talked ho remembered how,
after his father's ruin, ho had stood
lnstdo tho bare, little, now cottago and
watched through tho window his
mother standing at tho gato and talk-
ing to tho seigneur, who hold Llsetto's
bridle. It seemed to him ho could
see tho dark braided hair ot La Clalro,
coiled around her head, and the deep
point of her whlto
as sho stood with her beck to him,
and tho big bow of tho apron tied
about her waist. Tho plcturo camo
vividly. And It opened his heart so
that ho talked on, and told this strang-
er in a strango land many thtnga that
had lain close nnd sllont in his heart.
Ho told hor about tho general's gruff-nes- s,

which could not hide his good-

ness; and how ho had come to be tho
child ot tho ctiBtlo ns well as of tho
cottago; something of Pletro also he
told her; but he 'did not mention Allxo.

"You spoko of thrco children, Mon-

sieur; who was tho third?" asked
Lucy.

Francois went on as it ho had not
heard tho question. "It was a happy
life, Madomoiselle," ho said. "And It
has been so ever since ovon, for tho
most part, In prison. I havo wondered
at times if the world Is all filled with
such kind peoplo as I havo met, or It
it is just my good luck."

Lucy Hampton had been reading
aloud to her sick black mammy that
day, and somo of the words of tho
book sho had read camo to her, and
seemed to flt "Tho kingdom ot God
and was tried for it and all that fa-

ther talked about It so much I could
not help knowing a llttlo about It, but
I don't remember distinctly."

"But certainly, Mademoiselle. It
waB tho prince."

"Then, haven't thoy Just dono some-
thing to him? Isn't thero something
people aro interested in just now
about that Prince Louis?"

Tho grave bright smilo flashed out
at her. "In truth, Mademoiselle,
thero is. Tho prlnco was shipped by
his jailors on the frlgato Andromcde
moro than four months ago, for what
port Is unknown. Ono has not heard
of him lately, and there are fears that
ho may havo suffered shipwreck. But
I do not fear. It Is tho hopo of France,
it Is FraVie's destiny wbJch tho An-

dromcde carries. It will carry that
great cargo safely. Tho young prlnco
will yet come to his own, and I and
perhaps you, Mademoiselle who
knows? will cry for him 'Vivo l'Em-perour'-

Tho tone full of feeling thrilled
through tho girl. Sho flushed and
stammered ns sho went on, but Fran-
cois, carried away by his enthusiasm,
did not think of It. "If you will let
mo ask just ono question more, Mon-

sieur, I will promises not to ask any
after."

Tho flicker ot amusement lighted
his face. "Ask mo a thousand, Mad-

cmoisello."
"No, only one. Did that solgneur

thnt General, Gourgaud did he havo
any any daughter?"

Tho Frenchman roso in n business-
like way, tho way of a teacher of lan-
guage nt tho end of a lesson.

"Ono," ho answered briefly In a matter--

of-fact tone. And then, "Made

WAY FOR THE YOUNG MEN!

Condition That Must Be Recognized
Is Pointed Out by Writer In

i Magazine,

Clear tho way for tho young mon.
Thoy aro entering "tho strong, flour-

ishing, nnd beautiful ago of man's
llfo." Thoy decree tho changes. The
map of tho world may bo rolled up
every aero tramped upon and Inhab-

ited. But still thoy como, claiming all
tho rights of tho adventurer and pio-

neer. Domains must bo found for
them if tho old earth has gono stale.
It tho llfo of danger and discovery Is

ended, then they will turn their hand
against our secure world and rofash-Io- n

tho pleasant places. They will
uproot tradition and shatter tho insti-

tutions. Wo should liko them bettor
if thoy fitted into our scheme, if they
wero ruddy nud cheery and, ended
tljore. But they como earnest and
critical. Thoy Jeor at our failures,
teject our compromises. It isn't our
idea of youth ,our peaceful picturo of
waht youtli should bo. Poets sing it
as it it woro a pretty thing, the gontlo
possession of a golden race of beings.
But it is lusty with power and disas-

trous to comfort. Men sigh for it ns
if it had vnhlshed with old Japan at
tho hour when it is romping in thoir
courtyard and challenging tboir dear
beliefs. Thoy aro wistful for it in
their transfigured memory, nnd thoy
curso it In their councils, for youth
never Is what tho elders would havo
It. It does unacceptable things, whllo
ago stands blinking and sorrowful. It
lb unruly, turbulent power on Us 'end-les- a

track. Collier's Weekly.

Thing Never Paid For.
Anyono who doos his work well or

gets satisfaction out of It, puts hlra-
solf Into It Moreover ho does things
that ho cannot bo givo'n- - credit for,
flnlBhoB parts that no onO olso" will
Bailee, Even a mediocre amateur aau-- t

4ci.. kiwwB that the test part et

T!SUP
moiselle has talked enchantlngly wcTT

this evening, but I havo perhaps talk-
ed too much. 1 may havo tired Mad

1
oMolselio. I htivo tho honor to wish
you a good evening."

His hoels togothor.-h- stood In the
doorway nnd mado his bow, "Au
plalslr do vous rovolr," ha said, and
was gone.

CHAPTER XXIII.

The Prince Comet.
liio glittering morning sunlight of

lato March flooded tho eastern dining-roo-

of Roanoko house. A flro blaz-
ed on tho hearth; hot dishes steamed
on tho table; tho girl's faco, tho crack-
ling flro, tho polished silver reflected
from polished mahogany; tho soft
shod, solicitous servico of a whttc-aprone-d

negro; all this mado tho
room fragrant with homeliness In
splto of tho fact that ono could boo
one's breath In tho air. But they
were used to it tho hardy Virginians
0i thoso days ot open fires and no fur-

naces, of many luxuries and few com-

forts, and in happy iguoranco of world
progress, thoy suffered cheerfully and
woro strong.

Colonel Henry Hampton faced a por-

trait ot tho first Hampton of Roanoke,
stately with brass buttons and silver
lace, set in tho panels seventy-flv- o

yonrs bofore. Lucy had concluded
hor broiled chicken and bacon and hot
bread, and now ns he, lato for break-
fast always, followed in hor wake,
ho read the Norfolk and Portsmouth
Horald with which a colored boy had
that morning ridden out from Norfolk,
eight miles away. It was before tho
time of dally papers, except In a largo
city or two, and this of onco a week
was an evont; a boy was sent to Nor-

folk tho day beforo Its publication
that tho colonel might havo it at tho
earliest moment.

"How would you liko to see a live
princo, Lucy?" ho inquired. "Tho Her-el- d

states that we havo ono with us,
not ten miles from Roanoke. Princo
Louis. Napoleon was landed from tho
Andromcde, In Norfolk, only yester-
day. Poor young man," ho went on
condescendingly, "ho has no money,
I understand, and here he Is stranded
In a strango country with his fortuno
to mako, and no assets but a title
It's little that will help him In the
states!"

Colonel Hampton glanced over to
seo If sho were listening to his words
of wisdom; ho liked an attentive au-

dience. Ho was enchanted with hor
expression. Sho had dropped knlfo
and fork and, with her blue eyes
stretched wide, her whito teeth shin-
ing, was drinking in his sentences.

"Father! Is Prlnco Louis in Nor-
folk? How can it be? Monsieur
Bcaupre was talking to mo about him
last night, and ho did not dream of his
coming here. Surely ho would havo
known If tho princo woro expected."

Colonel Hampton smiled sarcastical-
ly. "You will find that your fathor
occasionally knows more than even
Monsieur Beaupre, and even on
French questions, I may add," ho an-

nounced, from a mountain height.
"But in ono point you aro right, my
dear. The prlnco was not expected
by any one, not even by tho great
Chovalier Beaupre. Ho was exiled
from Franco, as you may or may not
know, somo four and a half months
ago, on account of his attempt on Stras-bur- g,

and was sent out on tho Andro-med- o,

with sealed orders. No ono
know his destination until ho landed,
on tho twenty-eighth- , In Norfolk.
Thoro" tho colonel got up and walk-
ed to tho fireplace and stood with his
back to tho blaze, and his legs far
apart, masterfully. "There, my dear,
1 havo given you a dose of history for
a feraalo mind. How aro you going to
amuso your llttlo self today?"

(TO HE CONTINUED.)

Dreadful.
"Mercy, child!" exclaimed Mrs.

Harlom. "I never would hnvo be-

lieved my llttlo boy could use such
language. Been playing with bad
children again, haven't you?" "No'm,"
replied her llttlo boy. "Teddy Bacon
and I have been playing with a par-
rot his undo sent him from Chicago."

his playing, his personal tributes to
tho genius of tho composer whom ho
plays, are heard by no ono but him-
self and "tho God of things as they
are." Thero might bo bitterness in
tho thought that in our work wo get
paid or praised only for what is not
particularly ours, whllo tho work that
we put our hearts Into is not recog-
nized or rewarded. But in tho strug-
gle for spiritual existence wo ndapt
oursolveB to tho unappreclatlvo fea-
tures of our environment nnd learn
to look olsowhoro for recognition. Wo
do not expect peoplo to pay us for our
best Wo look to tho approval of
conscience, to tho light of our Ideal
seen moro cloarly when our work is
good, or to tho Judgment of God. Our
terms differ moro than our tenden-
cies. Tho essential point is that for
appreciation of our best work we look
to a judgo moro just and keen-sight-o- d

than our paymaster. Richard 0.
Cabot, in tho Atlantic.

HI Failed to Come Up.
HI Lnrity treated his peg leg to a

handsome coat ot whlto paint one day
this week, nftor which ho painted
inches nnd hnlf Inches on It and has
since been using It a n measuring
stick when digging postholos and do-

ing other work. Our road overseer
camo along a few days later and placed
a whlto polo In tho creek with inches
and half inches painted on it so team-
sters can tell when tho crook is too
high to ford. Link Lollop passed that
way Bhortly after and foiund Simp
Summers staring at tho polo most in-

tently. Link asked him what ho was
watching. "I've been aottln'4 hero
nearly nn hour," Simp replied, "waitln'
to seo what Hi's dlvln' after, but hit
scorns liko hit takes him a long time
to como up'-rKan- sas City Star,

Queer Things.
Quoor how things ovon thomselvet

up. Even when a woman'n Iqvo growl
cold her tomper la apt to remain w
aot aa ever. PklladeJptolft fteoerd
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Mv fc solved onco
for all hv Calumet

For daily use In millions of kitchens has
proved that Calumet is highest not only in
Malty but in Unvoting power ua well un-
titling? in results puro to the extreme and

wonderfully economical in use. Ask your
grocer. And try Calumet next boko day.

Received Highest Awards
VerH' PrFd Eiixiltiai, Hs&.Clk.ro. III.

!!, Fruct,
Mirci.
UlX.

I Taa In'l nn neaer "ken yen ley diMp t llf -- e I
I Ukbx jwwder. Poa't k oUiti. Bar CaluMt. It'i I
I nor ccononidl vara wlolwonr tiin tot rtttlu. 9
I Ctluntt b (r ioptnor to toor milk cd mil n

STOMACH HAS ;.ONG MEMORY

But Here Is Proof Thnt There Aro
Other Things Which Some People

C&nslder of Moment.

It's tbo full dinner plate and tho
glad hand that makes tho assimilation
of tho foreigner a hasty matter In
America, according to Prof. E. A.

Stelner.
"Tho stomach has a long memory,"

said he. "Given a condition in which
threo squares a day aro furnished and
the assimilation problem is nine-tenth- s

solved."
But It isn't all a matter of appetite

and supply, Stelner says. Tho other
tenth of tho solution lies in America's
manners.

"1 saw somo immigrants on a pier
In Italy waiting to tako tho steamer
for this country," said ho. "They had
been hero beforo. That was evident
at a glanco. So I asked tho man why
ho was going back?

"'In Pittsburgh," said he, 'do boss
ho knock-- a mo on da should'.

Hello, Mike." ho say, "how's,
MIsbcs MIko and nil da llttla Mikes,
hoy?" '

" 'Now I gotta gooda homo hero. But
no onp ho knocka mo on he should'
and ask about my wlfo and da klda.
So I go back to Pittsburgh.' "

Motes and Beams.
George Ade, over a cup of afternoon

tea with a group of cynical bachelors
at tho Chicago Athletic club, said:

"Married men declaro that their
wives can't keep a secret, but these
men themselves aro Just as had.

"A married man buttonholed mo in
the billiard room an hour ago and told
mo a frightful scandal.

"'Don't let this go any further,
George,' .ho ended.

" 'No, certainly not,' said I. 'But tiow
did you happen to hear it?' '

'"Oh, tho wife, of course, ho an-

swered. 'She's Just liko nil women
can't keep a secret' "

Untouched Subject.
In L'Esprlt des FrancnlB Is on In-

stance of tho sharp, biting wit for
which Alexis Piron, tho French cpl
grammatist, was famous.

A young author whoso nblllty wan
by means equal to his conceit was
discoursing at length upon tho merits
of his work.

"I am tired of writing of that which
others wrlto of," ho said. "I want-t- o

cronto nn original work, spmcthlng
that no ono has over written about or
ovor will wrlto about."

Piron turned quickly to tho speaker,
"Why not wrlto your own eulogy?'
bo Bald. Youth's Companion.

Towed Home.
Redd Do you uso a motor car or a

horse-draw- n vehicle? '
Groeno Somo days I use both.

They Certainly Are.
Patience Attor tho, tango, what?-Patrlc-

Why. tho crltles; U.ey,'m
trier itu .
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